A  JOURNEY   TO   BRIGHTON
unabating activity, was merely that he was being carried
on by his own momentum after the motive force had
ceased to operate. At any rate it comes back to me
now how often and how wistfully he would turn the,
conversation on to Devonshire and his early days.
One evening in particular I remember. After dinner
he went upstairs and came down with an enormous
cardboard box bulging with letters, photographs, and
relics of the people and places he had known as a boy,
and that night he did actually speak of his end as of
something if not yet imminent, at all events not very
remote. Nevertheless, a day or two later, he was at
The Bodley Head attacking his correspondence, giving
orders, throwing out all kinds of suggestions and even
mounting the hundred stairs to my attic with un-
diminished energy.
One night in January 1925 he attended a dinner at
the French Hospital of which he was a director—it
was an engagement which he rarely if ever missed—and
afterwards went to catch a late train down to Brighton
where he had arranged to spend a week-end with his
sister. The night was cold and damp and foggy and
the train was late in starting. He arrived very exhausted.
When he returned to town it was evident that he was
suffering from a severe chill. Much against his will
he was persuaded to remain in bed. Alas, you can keep
a man in bed but you cannot make him rest, and John
Lane would not rest. There was a telephone at his
bedside and he was constantly sending or receiving
messages. At first no great anxiety was aroused by his
illness, which was indeed nothing more serious than a
bad cold, but later it took a graver turn. Finally
pneumonia set in and within a fortnight from the date
of his first taking to his bed John Lane was dead. The
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